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We ne'er thought of schemes to be wealthy, O,
By ways that were cunning or stealthy, O,
But we always had the bliss,
And what further could we wiss,
To be pleased wi' ourselves, and be healthy, O.

What tho? we canna boast of our guineas, O,
We have plenty of Jockies and Jeanies, O,

And these, I'm certain, are

More desirable by far,
Than a pocket full of poor yellow sleenies, O,

We have seen many wonder and ferlie, O,
Of changes that almost are yearly, O,

Among rich folks up and down,
Both in country and in town,
Who now live but scrimply and barely, O.

Then why should people brag of prosperity, O?

A straitened life we see is no rarity, O,
Indeed we've been in want,
And our living been but scant,

Yet we never were reduc'd to need charity, O.

In this house we first came together, O,

Where we've long been a Father and Mither, O,

And, tho' not of stone and lime,

It will last us a' our time,
And, I hope, we shall never need anither, O.

And when we leave this habitation, O,
We'll" depart with a good commendation, O,
Well go hand in hand, I wiss,
To a better house than this,
To make room for the next generation, O.